O ever beauteous, every friendly! tell, Is it, in Heaven, a crime to love too well? To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, To act a lover's or a Roman's part? 2 Is there no bright reversion in the sky, 10 For those who greatly think, or bravely die?
Why bade ye else, ye Powers! her soul aspire Above the vulgar flight of low desire? Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes; The glorious fault of angels and of gods:
Thence to their images on earth it flows, And in the breasts of kings and heroes glows. Most souls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, Dull sullen prisoners in the body's cage: Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 20 Useless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchers; Like Eastern kings a lazy state they keep, And close confined to their own palace, sleep.
From these perhaps (ere Nature bade her die) Fate snatched her early to the pitying sky. 25 As into air the purer spirits flow, And separate from their kindred dregs below; So flew the soul to its congenial place. Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 4 But thou, false guardian of a charge too good, 30 Thou, mean deserter of thy brother's blood! See on these ruby lips the trembling breath, These cheeks, now fading at the blast of death; Cold is that breast which warmed the world before, And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 35 Thus, if Eternal Justice rules the ball, 1 Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall: On all the line a sudden vengeance waits, And frequent hearses shall besiege your gates. There passengers shall stand, and pointing say 40 (While the long funerals blacken all the way), Lo these were they, whose souls the Furies steeled, And cursed with hearts unknowing how to yield. Thus unlamented pass the proud away, The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 45 So perish all, whose breast ne'er learned to glow For others' good, or melt at others' woe.
What can atone (oh, ever-injured shade!) Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid? No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear 50 Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy mournful bier. By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed, By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed, By foreign hands thy humble grave adorned, By strangers honored, and by strangers mourned!
55
What though no friends in sable weeds appear, Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, And bear about the mockery of woe To midnight dances, and the public show? What though no weeping Loves thy ashes grace, 60 Nor polished marble emulate thy face? What though no sacred earth allow thee room, Nor hallowed dirge be muttered o'er thy tomb?
5
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be dressed, And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast:
65
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, There the first roses of the year shall blow; While angels with their silver wings o'ershade The ground, now sacred by thy reliques made.
So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name,
70
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. How loved, how honored once, avails thee not, To whom related, or by whom begot; A heap of dust alone remains of thee, 'Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be!
75
Poets themselves must fall, like those they sung, Deaf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. Even he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays, Shall shortly want the generous tear he pays; Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part, 80 And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart, Life's idle business at one gasp be o'er, The Muse forgot, and thou beloved no more! 1717 2 / Alexander Pope 5. In Roman Catholic countries suicides are not given Christian burial. Rend with tremendous sound your ears asunder, With gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuss, and thunder?
1. In his Preface to the translation of Ovid's Epistles (1680), Dryden distinguished three methods of translation: "metaphrase," translating as nearly as possible word for word and line for line; "paraphrase," retaining the sense but not the literal wording of the original (the method that he used in translating Virgil, and Pope in translating Homer); and "imitation," following the general structure of the original, modernizing its allusions to circumstances, manners, and men, and assuming, as he says, "the liberty not only to vary from the words and sense, but to forsake them both" as occasion demands. It is this mode that Pope used in some of his major satires of the 1730's, Imitations of Horace.
Experience had taught him that if in his satires he named actual people, he was charged with cruelty or slander, and if he used fictitious names, they were often identified by gossip with people he had not intended at all. General satire seemed to miss the mark. Satire aimed at individuals aroused sympathy for the victim and antagonism toward the satirist. When Bolingbroke pointed out that his situation was much like that which Horace had treated with wry humor in Satires II.i, Pope immediately set about "imitating" it, converting it into a completely contemporary, even a personal poem. It is a vigorous defense of Pope the satirist, who is presented in the heroic role of the disinterested friend and defender of virtue and truth in an evil time. Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print.
f. Alas, young man! your days can ne'er be long, In flower of age you perish for a song! Plums and directors, Shylock and his wife, 3 The First Satire of the Second Book of Horace Imitated / 5 2. Pope admired greatly the Dutch humanist Erasmus (1466-1536). 3. "Hectors": bullies; "supercargoes": officers in charge of the cargoes of merchant ships; "directors": i.e., of the collapsed South Sea Company, whose corruption was revealed by a Parliamentary inquiry when the company failed in 1720. But Pope, whose sympathies lay with the Tories and the landed gentry, is probably thinking generally of trade and finance. 4. Cardinal Fleury, minister of Louis XV of France, whose foreign policy was based on preserving peace. 5. Usually assumed to be Mary Howard. Countess of Delorain, a mistress of George II, who according to gossip had tried, in a fit of jealousy, to poison a Maid of Honor. 6. Sir Francis Page, a judge known for his bullying manner on the bench. Fielding describes him in action in Tom Jones VIII.xi.
7. Pope's most violent attack on Lady Mary Wortley Montagu. 8. Poxed, i.e., infected with syphillis. 9. The name of a pet dog or monkey. 1. I.e., whether I go mad and am, like other madmen, locked up in a darkened room, or whether I am in prison with a whitewashed wall for paper and a skewer for pen. 2. "Bedlam": Bethlehem Hospital for the insane; "the Mint": an area in Southwark, where debtors were free from arrest. Nathaniel Lee (ca. 1653-92), the tragic poet, was confined for a while in Bedlam. Eustace Budgell, minor poet and relative of Addison, was in financial straits before his suicide in 1737. 3. Pope had thus referred to Lady Mary Wortley Montagu and her husband in his Epistle to Bathurst, line 96. A "plum" is slang for a man who (usually dishonestly) has made £100,000; "testers" are sixpences. In such a cause the plaintiff will be hissed, My lords the judges laugh, and you're dismissed.
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The Universal Prayer What conscience dictates to be done, Or warns me not to do, 15 This, teach me more than Hell to shun, That, more than Heaven pursue.
What blessings thy free bounty gives, Let me not cast away; For God is paid when man receives, 20 To enjoy is to obey.
Yet not to earth's contracted span, Thy goodness let me bound, Or think thee Lord alone of man, When thousand worlds are round:
25
Let not this weak, unknowing hand Presume thy bolts to throw,
The Universal Prayer / 7
4. Sir Robert Walpole, the Prime Minister.
And deal damnation round the land, On each I judge thy foe.
If I am right, thy grace impart,
30
Still in the right to stay; If I am wrong, oh teach my heart To find that better way.
Save me alike from foolish pride, Or impious discontent,
35
At aught thy wisdom has denied, Or aught thy goodness lent.
Teach me to feel another's woe, To hide the fault I see; That mercy I to others show, 40 That mercy show to me.
Mean though I am, not wholly so
Since quickened by thy breath; Oh lead me wheresoe'er I go, Through this day's life or death.
45
This day, be bread and peace my lot:
All else beneath the sun, Thou know'st if best bestowed or not, And let thy will be done.
To thee, whose temple is all space,
50
Whose altar, earth, sea, skies! One chorus let all being raise! All Nature's incense rise! ca. 1715 1738
Epistle to Miss Blount
On Her Leaving the Town, After the Coronation
As some fond virgin, whom her mother's care Drags from the town to wholesome country air, Just when she learns to roll a melting eye, And hear a spark, yet think no danger nigh; 5 From the dear man unwilling she must sever, Yet takes one kiss before she parts forever: Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew, Saw others happy, and with sighs withdrew; Not that their pleasures caused her discontent; 10 She sighed not that they stayed, but that she went.
She went, to plain-work, and to purling brooks, Old-fashioned halls, dull aunts, and croaking rooks:
She went from opera, park, assembly, play, To morning walks, and prayers three hours a day; 15 To part her time 'twixt reading and bohea, To muse, and spill her solitary tea, Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the spoon, Count the slow clock, and dine exact at noon; Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 20 Hum half a tune, tell stories to the squire; Up to her godly garret after seven, There starve and pray, for that's the way to heaven.
Some squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack, Whose game is whist, whose treat a toast in sack; 25 Who visits with a gun, presents you birds, Then gives a smacking buss, and cries-"No words!" Or with his hounds comes hollowing from the stable, Makes love with nods and knees beneath a table; Whose laughs are hearty, though his jests are coarse, 30 And loves you best of all things-but his horse.
In some fair evening, on your elbow laid, You dream of triumphs in the rural shade; In pensive thought recall the fancied scene, See coronations rise on every green: He ceased, and wept. With innocence of mien, The accused stood forth, and thus addressed the Queen.
25
"Of all th' enameled race, whose silvery wing Waves to the tepid zephyrs of the spring, Or swims along the fluid atmosphere, Once brightest shined this child of heat and air. I saw, and started from its vernal bower 30 The rising game, and chased from flower to flower. It fled, I followed; now in hope, now pain; It stopped, I stopped; it moved, I moved again. At last it fixed, 'twas on what plant it pleased, And where it fixed, the beauteous bird I seized: 35 Rose or carnation was below my care; I meddle, Goddess! only in my sphere. I tell the naked fact without disguise, And, to excuse it, need but show the prize; Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye, 40 Fair even in death! this peerless Butterfly." "My sons!" she answered, "both have done your parts; Live happy both, and long promote our arts. But hear a mother, when she recommends To your fraternal care, our sleeping friends. 45 The common soul, of heaven's more frugal make, Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake: A drowsy watchman, that just gives a knock, And breaks our rest, to tell us what's a clock. Yet by some object every brain is stirred; 50 The dull may waken to a hummingbird; The most recluse, discreetly opened, find Congenial matter in the cockle-kind; The mind, in metaphysics at a loss, May wander in a wilderness of moss; 55 The head that turns at super-lunar things, Poised with a tail, may steer on Wilkins' wings. 
